GRAND TOUR

The secret police intercepted a message passed between
ladies of the British Embassy staff. The message was clearly in
code, and the ladies' explanation that it was a knitting pattern
was a palpable lie. However, after the Government decoding
experts had grappled with the document for some weeks in
vain, on the suggestion of a bright junior it was sent, just in
case, to a knitting factory with the request that it should be
acted upon. The reply came by return : " We regret that we
cannot make this jumper as suitable wool is no longer available
to the public ".

It was my misfortune that my visit coincided with Tokyo's
A.R.P. week.   There was a trial blackout every night, of great
thoroughness,  and practically no traffic passed through the
streets, so that I missed seeing the theatres I had aspired to see.
Instead I left the city, took the train back the way I had come
to a station near Yokohama, and went up in a bus to the hill
resort of Myanoshita.    It was a long climb.   Japan is most
fortunate in that when it becomes too hot in her cities, it is
always possible for the citizens to go up the hill which towers
2000 feet or so at their back door and there find cool air and
fresh breezes and the restful society of woods and mountains.
There was a fine hotel and, whether for purposes of propaganda
or thfough the enterprise of its manager, rationing had largely
passed it by.    It was full of tourists, all, except for a handful
of Americans, people of pro-Axis sympathies.   A few miles up
the hill was a tolerable golf course, round which I daily battered
in company with my two small girl caddies, dressed hideously
in blue serge, crinkly black stockings and big straw hats.   Each
carried an umbrella.    I could never get a smile or any other
human reaction out of these little creatures ;  even when I hit
three balls into deep water, one after another, not a flicker of
interest showed in their faces.   Their young minds must have
been as dull and subdued as their clothes ;  I would have pre-
ferred the giggles of the Nei-Sans, who at least wore coloured
dresses, to this unnatural austerity in mock-Western schoolgirl
garb.   I went for long walks too, over the mountains, and saw
glimpses of Fujiyama, towering purple in the distance.   Back
at the hotel in the evening I looked for companionship, without
finding very much solace.    I was asked to play bridge one
evening, and it was only after I had consented that they told
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